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Such harmony is in immortall foules, 

Butwhilft this muddy vcfture of decay 
Doth groffely dole in it, we cannot heare it. 

Come hoe, and wake with him a hymne, 

With fweetert touches pierce your miftrisearc. 

And draw her home with Mufickc. 

Mufckeflayes, -i ‘ 

lef. I am neiier merry, when / heare fweete Mufick. 
hor. The reafon is, yourfpirits are attentiue : 

For, do but note a wilde and wanton heard. 

Or race of youthfull and vnhandled Colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing lowd. 

Which is the hoc condition of their blood, 

/f they perchance but heare a Trumpet found. 

Or any aire of muficke touch their eares. 

You fhall percciue them make a mutuall ftand, 
Theirfauagceics turn’d to a modeft gaze,’ • J 

^By the fweete power of muficke. Therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods. 

Since nought foftockifh hard and full of rage, . ; 

But muficke for the time doth change his nature : . ’ ’ 

The man that hath no muficke in himfelfe, „ j - i T 

Nor is not moou’d with concord of fweete founds, . 

Is fit for treafons, ftratagems,and fpoyles, ’ ' ‘ 

The motions of his fpirit are dull as night, v ^ 

and his affe£lions darke as ; 

Let no fuch man be crufied. Marke the Muficke, . r- A 

Enter NerrijfaandPwtia, 

Por. That light we lee is burning in my hall : 

How farre that little candle throwes his beames, ' ■% - 
Solhincs agooddeedeinanaughty wofld. 

Her. When the Moone fhonc we did not fee the candle. > ’ 
?or. So doth the greater glory dim the Icffe, 

A fubftitute Ihines brightly as a King, 

Vntill 
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Vntill a King beby,and then his Hate 
Empties it felfe,as doth an in-land brookc 
Into the mainc of waters : Muficke,harke. 
yVer. It is your muficke Madam of the houle. 

Par, Nothing is good I fee without refpcift, 
Methinkes it founds much fweeter then by day, 

Ker. Silence beftowes that vertue on it Madam, 

Par, The Crow doth fing as fweetly as the Larkc; 
When neither is attended : and I thinke 
The Nightingale if flie Ihould fing by day 
Wheneuery Goofe is cackling,would be thought 
No better a Mufitian then the Wren. i 
How many things by feafon,feafon’d are 

To their right praife,and true perfe^ion. 

peace, how the Moone fleepcs with Endimion, 

And would not be awak’d. 

L»r. That is the voice, 

Orl am much deceiu*d of Tortia, 

par, Heknowes me as the blinde manknowes 
The Cucko, by the bad voyce. 

Lor. Deere Lady,welcomc home. 
par. We haue bin praying for our husband health. 
Which fpeed we hope the better for our words. 

Arc they return’d ? 

Loren. Madam, they are not yet : 

But there is come a Meflenger befo^j 
To fignifie their comming, * 

Por, Go in N'errijfa, 

Giue order to my feruants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence. 

Not you LoremjoJeJficti nor you. 

Ear, Your husband is at hand, 1 heare his Trumpet, 

i ■' We arc no tell-tales Madame, feare you not. 

This night me thinkes is but the day light Ccke, 
It lookes a little paler, tis a day, 
j Such as the day is when the Sunne is hid. 
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